ON THE 

FIRST LINE 




TINGLING STORIES WITH FEARLESS COMIC STARS 
* MAGNO&DAVGY LOCKEDIN a death struggle 



WITH THE NOTORIOUS CLOWN. 



BRILLIANT CHAMPION OF DEMOCRACY, 
FINDS HIMSELF A WORTHY COMPANION IN 
"THE LANCER." 



*THESW0RD 

//w^ MR.X/SK * BUCKSKIN 

DRMMBSfS * HAPHAZARD 
PAULRBVBRt t JR. 



SUP£R-MST€RV COMICS 

OAI SALE EVER!? WHERE 




:ABUUOUS WAS THS 
WEALTH COLLECTED IN THE 
GOVERNMENTS DIAMONDS 
POR DEFENSE PROJECTS, A 
FORTUNE FOR WHICH KINGS 
WOULD GIVE THEIR THRONES 
AND H0NE5T PEOPLE THEIR 
LIVES . r WHY THEN, DID THE 

PRINCESS OHISIS WANT 
INSTEAD, THE VALUELESS 
EGYPTIAN IMITATIONS.... 
AND HOW COULD MAGNO AND 
CAVEY PREVENT THE MASTER 
VILLAIN, THECLCWM, FROM 
PULLING THE MOST SPEC- 
■TACULAR CRIME OF HIS BLOOD- 
-STAINED CAREER/IN 

THE CASE OF THE 

WOMAN WWO. 

COULDN'T DIE/ 



T A MEETING- OP THE WAR 
PXpDUC7yo_N_BpARp" 
'GENTLEMEN, OUR NATIONS 
PRODUCTION FACES A 
&RAVE CRISIS" 



AS fOU ALL KNOW, IN THE 
MANUFACTURE OF STEEL 
TOCL5 AND WEAPONS, 
DIAMONDS PLAY AN ALL- 
IMPORTANT FART--THEY 
ARE THE ONLY IMPLEMENTS 
WHICH CAN CUT ANDS3HAPE 
THE HARD-METALS WE 




WE ARE NOW FACED WITH 
A SERlCLS SHORTAGE OF 
DifcMCNM-W'iTriC-TANEv,- 
SUPPLY OUR PRODUCTION 
WILL PALL PAR BiLCW OU* 
NEEP5-IBTHW SHOULD 
WAPPIN,\M'Vv5UL3 Nls3- 
■LESSLY SACRIFICE THE LIVES 

0PTHCv£-S"3 
y*S& OP OUR TROOPS, 



y,R, CHAlRMW?! why DON'T we 1 
COLLECT THE DIVAOND jeWElRY 
PROM THE PRIVATE CiTlZEM , AND 
WAVE THESE DIAW3NCS CONVERT- 
ID TO iNSUST^ifcL Ufg f 





~Trk0M ALL WALKS CF LIFE, AMERICANS GIVE THEIR. 

JEWELRY TO THE N ATIONAL WAR EF F ORT '— 



NATIONAL DAILY NEWS 
B *TR» - -' - ^""gjniw 

AMERICANS * THE 
NATION NEEDS YOUR 
DlfeMONDfe FOR 
WAR USE 1 

RECEIVE FULL VALUE PAYMENT 
IN WAR BONDS... BRING YUUR 
D1AM0ND5 TO SPiFFANY'S FIFTH 
AVENUEJHE NATIONAL DIAMOND 
CONUER5I0N CENTER.' 



BUT NOT EVERYONE WHO 
READS CF THE NATIONS NEED 
HAS PATRIOTIC THOUGHTS FOR 

INSTANCE.., THE CLOWNj 




£&A$HE7l2lblG ?HEM$Ei.V£S\ [ 
TO SP/FFAHY'S. MAGNO 
AMD DAVEY ZOOM TO- 
•mRB TH£ DIAMOND FOR t 
DEFENSE CEHTE&f 




VV A WIND8W OVER- 
LQ0WN<3-_SP/Ffi-AMY 'g • ■ 
MA6NO .' MAGNO ! ' 

SOMETHING'S UP f THERE'S 
A CROWD IN FRONT- 
OF SPiFFANVS,'- 



BKEAK m uP FOLKS*] 
YOU'RE HOLDING- A 
»^UP TRAFFIC! ^^ 


F?ORRY,MlSS. V 

GUESS WE MADE 1 

^ A WiSmKE'—gj^ 

|^PthA7'S QUITE 
P|B^ ALLR1GHT.' 


A PERFECT JOB-KILLED ^ 

ALL THE WITNESSES AND 

GOT AWAY WITH THE_^< 

N^r-\ DIAMONDS f^^^. 


1 JOB IF 5VBR I 
§Lj I SAW ONE ! )'-■ 





[HE'S BEATEN U5 THIS TIME—HE KNOWS 
ilTHAT IN THE CHOICE OP SAVINS HUMAN 
_ LIVES OR CAPTURING- HIM, WE'D 
' THEN -> CHOOSE THE FORMER " 

kat's set r 

OVER FAST.' 




GET A CHAIN OR A ROPE.DAVEY, AND . 
GATHER UP THE PEOPLE IN THE WATER! 
LL KEEP THE BOAT FROM SINKING.' 





5XERTING THE FORCE OF HIS MAGNETISM 
f MAGNO MOLDS THE FOUNDERING BOAT AT 
THE WATER'S SURFACE ' 



'HiLS DAVSY, TRAILING A LONG CHAIN 

BEHIND HIM, PICKS THE SURVIVORS OUT 

OF THE WATER- 



"I LIVED ON, EGYPT FA5ED AND DlED.GftSECe 
AND ROME AND THE DARK AGES --THROUGH 
THEN* ALL, I SOUGHT BUT ONE THING-, DEATH t 
AND THAT WAS ALWAYS DENIED Mg > 




'BUT RECENTLY, WAR STRUCK IN THE 
VALLEY OP THE NILE? A GERMAN 
FLIER UNLOADED HIS BOMBS, 
AND PROW THE MUD 0F7HENILE 
WAS SPEWED FORTH THE DlA- 
•MONDS OF FADOUAH I" 



'THESE DIAMONDS THOUGHT BY 
ARCHEOLA&ISTS TO BS MERELY 
EXAMPLES C? EGYPTIAN ART, 
WERE SHIPPED HERE TO THE 
MUSEUM -I HEARD ABOUT 
THEM AND FOLLOWED " 



NOW YOU HAVE THEM, THE 
DIAMONDS OF FADOUAH 
FOR WHICH I HAVE WAIT- 
■ED 4000 YEARS- GIVE 
THEM TO ME, SO AT LAST 

i can join m beloved! 




THE DIAMONDS FOR DEFENSE ARE IN THE" 
CONCRETE SLABS IN THESE TRUCKSvTHB' 
» CLOWN AND MISS OHISIS, WHOEVER SHE 15 
*'ERE TRVIN& TO GET AWAY WITH THEM ! 





'exerting- THE full power 

OF HIS MAGNETISM, MAGNO 
PREVENTS THE STREAMLINE* 
FROM FALLING INTO THE GAP? 




G&EANWHILE, THE EXTREME 
FORCE OFMAGNO'S POWER, 
HAS CAUGHT OTHER 
METALLIC OBJECTS T 

n 




fUND AS MASNO RELEASES THE TRAIN 
FBOM HIS MAGNETIC POWER, UNKNOW- 
•IHfLY. HE ALSO RELEASES THE CLOWN t 





MEAHWHH.E, IN POUCg HEADQUARTERS, 
OHIS/5 WAITS (JMTIL SHE IS, ALONE — 



HERE'S THE LIST FOR TON I &HT--\OUN& MIKE 
[GORDON, THE VAN UPDIKES AND THE C.H.y- 




^^ — ^ — T'o.vt. BOB'S, 
. jlPs J WE'LL TAKE 
''^JV-v/CWE OP THE 

JJS«>^^( HEIST IN 
iSP45C V^ESE JOINTS] 










^ vssH 




&&EANWWILE, LASH LIGHTNING AND 1S0BEL 
&- fi K E A ^ QU T WALKING _ 





EASY! COME ANY CLOSER"} 
AND YOUNG MIKE V 
FEEL THE BITE J 
Or MY STEEL * 





f HE'S L-^T' h 

'yours, v"^- 

0FFlCEW5j^. 


M -, IT so ^ 


f NICE "\ 

vworkt^ 






: ^\J 


Siftfc"** { 








Z^PTER BEING DRIVEN OFF EFT THE MAESTRO 
U&HTNING- AWD THE LIGHTNING GIRL RACE TO 

THE APARTMENT OF YOUHG MIKE. 1 " 
THE ^AESTROHASYWHAT^S 





|-WlTH THE SPEED OF ELECTCICITY.L1SHTNIN& 
' UP INTO SPACE? 





THE MARINES 
WANT MEN? 

THEY'RE 
GETTING A ' 
REAL ONE IN 
YOUVJG MIKE.', 




MWE WE SEEN THE 
END OF T&.MA£$TRO, 
OR WILL HE BS BACK 

IN THE NEXT ISSUE 
0F/TX»«KK , /7SS' 

WITH MORE AND 
NEW DIABOLICAL „ 
MURPeR WETH005? 

BETTER RE5IRYE 
TOUR COPY AT THE 

NEWSSTAND NOW* 



cms 

By Cliff 



S TOM BLAINE and Jude Gorman rode 
down the dusty hoof-patterned street, .they 
elicited only passive cognizance from the 
" eyes of Willow's porch loafers. Those loaf- 
ers saw a pair of cowpunchers, probably back from 
some roundup, returning to their shack down by 
the creek bank. If casual eyes had looked more 
closely, they might have seen on squat Jude Gor- 
man's countenance the smug satisfaction of a 
gorged bear returning to. his den. 

Far on the back trail of these weary riders was 
a looted bank — and a dead banker. A man who 
had gone down under bright, fatal flashes spouted 
from the pearl-handled gun slung at Gorman's hip. 
Now the two riders were beyond the gamut of 
unaware eyes, were drawing rein at the shack on 
the creek bank. t f 

"Home again," Jude Gorman said. "Plenty -of 
rest, and maybe 'some tall drinkin' ahead, eh, 

"Not for me." said Tom Blaine, a tall man with 
good features. His Jaw was a little grim as he 
swung from the saddle. 

"What the hell's gripin' you?'' Gorman rum- 
bled, dark, restless eyes suddenly cloudy. "All the 
way heme you've been tight-mouthed:" 

Blaine's cool gray gaze focused hard on the 
other man. "Now that we're home. I'll tell you. 
You bought a pretty new pearl-handled gun. And 
had to try it out. There was no reason for killin' 
Banker Sam Kirkland.'' 

"Like hell there wasn't." Jude Gorman rasped 
"He'd seen us. And he knowed you. I put him 
outa the way. make the world safer for you. and 
now you're bellyachin' 1 Anyhow, you claimed he'd 
gypped you outa the outfit your dad left you. 
That's why we picked on Kirkland's bank, ain't it?" 

"That's why." Blaine's tone was flat. "But there 
wasn't to be any killin' Stay here 'arid celebrate 
on your three thousand. Me, I'm catchin' my gray 
horse from the pasture and ridin'." 

"You're yellow — and runnin' away!" 

"Yellow?" Tom Blaine's tone was spiced with 
contempt. "To be really yellow, you've got to kill 
an unarmed man— like you did. Let's see you try 
testin' out your new gun again." 

That challenge thrown in his dark, unhandsome 
face froze Jude Gorman in his tracks. Caution, 
the thirst for self-preservation, was s'tronger in 
him than the anger boiling through his veins. He 
knew how quickly this lithe pard of his could 
move. He changed his tactics. 

"Let's' not squabble, Tom," he said. "Stay over- 
night, anyhow, and we'll talk things over." 

"With three thousand cash on me, I don't be- 
lieve I'd want to bunk with you," Blaine told him. 
"I might doze off to sleep, and wake up with a 
knife between my ribs. After seein you shoot a 
gunless man down. I'm wonderin' why they didn't 
name you Judas instead of Jude." 

"Shut up, you damn fool," Gorman ordered. 
"Here comes Loco Pete snoopin' around for some 
free grub.'' 

A gangling young man with pale, vacuous blue 
eyes same shuffling along the cresk baiiii,_Thera 



was something pathetic as well as incongruous 
about Loco Pete Tanner who drifted from town 
to town, a jobless derelict of uncertain origin and 
mentality. This evening he wore a pair of dis- 
carded overalls inadequate to the length of his 
legs, and a tattered red silk shirt long sinfe the 
pride of a tinhorn gambler. 

He clumped up on run-over boots, hesitated 
some little distance away at the hostility of Jude 
Gorman's eyes. Then he sighted the new pearl- 
handled gun in Gorman's holster. He edged, 
nearer, pale eyes fascinated by the gleaming and" 
pearly brightness of that forty-five. But even the 
spell of the new gun couldn't hold Loco Pete's 
attention when Tom Blaine's spurs tinkled. 

This was the most beautiful pair of spurs Loco 
had ever seen. Heavy, silver-mounted, made by 
'the skilled hands of an old Mexican to whom time 
was no consideration. Loco had often admired 
those spurs, with envious little gleams in his pale 
eyes. The musical tinkle of those large rowels 
charmed him into gaping immobility. Their tune- 
ful tinkle was like tiny silver bells calling a vacu- 
ous-eyed derelict to worship. 

"Hungry. Loco?" Jude Gorman's tone was kind- 
" lief than usual. "'Well, chop some wood and get 
a fire started in the shack there. You can eat 
with Tom and me, if you help." 

Tom Blaine looked a trifle -quizzically at the 
man with whom he had robbed a bank. Then, 
with a few oats in a rusty pan, he walked down 
to the pasture to catch the sleek gray horse which 
would carry him away from Willow, away from 
the companionship of a man he had called Judas. 

Strange little fires burned in Jude Gorman's 
eyes. He was thinking of the three thousand dol- 
lars carried, on the tall, lithe person of (he man 
walking into the pasture. 

Greenbacks neatly folded in the money belt 
around Tom Blaine's slim waist. 

A FIERY sun had burned down into the horizon. 
It left behind only the purple smoke of dusk 
by the time the three men had finished their 
supper in the shack at the edge of Willow. Tom 
Blaine left the table, saddled his gray and started 
to pack a black pony which he had also brought 
from the pasture. 

"Just a minute,'" Jude Gorman said. "That hap- 
.pens to be my pack saddle, Blaine. If you take it, 
it'll cost you fifteen dollars." 

"Sure you're not cheatin' yourself — after the 
profits I've let you in on?" came the acrid reply. 

Then Tom Blaine dug into his weighted pockets, 
counted out 'thirty half dollars which he had 
scooped up in the looted bank. 

"Your thirty pieces of silver, Judas," he said. 

That terse remark, the blazing contempt of the 
gray eyes of this man who was deserting him, 
goaded broad Jude Gorman as if he had been 
raked with the rowels of Tom Blaine's hand- 
wrought spurs. He lunged at the other man. But 
.Blaine, who had turned awaV. seemed to have 
eyes in the back of his head. 

He sidestepped, whirled, thudded a jolting blow 
to vurman'* Eua-iecuon. Coip-^i 4 ;kj to ju%£ 



Coulee 



Howe 

back inside the cabin. Before he could make it, 
a left jab was tearing at his ear. A hard-swung 
fist was blasting the breath from his lungs. A 
right swing was Rattening his nose; drawing back 
— and crashing to his chin. 

Crazy stars were swirling around Jude Gorman 
as he reeled against the door jamb and went" 
down. A minute or two and his glazed eyes were 
beginning to take cognizance of what they saw. 
Tom Blaine swinging to his saddle and splashing 
across Willow Creek. Loco Pete standing there 
in the doorway, his vacuous eyes still riveted on 
the big silver-mounted spurs gleaming at Blaine's 
stirrups. 

As Jude Gorman sat there recovering his 
senses, the music of Willow Creek was a wild roar 
in his ears. A voice saying, and with vitriolic 
contempt: "Here's your thirty pieces of silver, 
Judas." 

Dark eyes filled with hate followed the course 
of Tom Blaine who was jogging leisurely toward 
the west, and a distant notch in the skyline called 
Rim Gap Loco Pete Tanner was watching that 
rider, too— and with pale, fascinated eyes which 
Jude Gorman thought he could lead Maybe 
that's why Gorman said: 

"Damn! I made him pay for the pack saddle, 
all right. But I plumb forgot to collect for them 
spurs he's wearin'. Weill, he's gone now But if 
you ever get them spurs. Loco, you can keep 'em. 
I'd rather vou had em than that skunk." 

Loco Pete's long fingers twitched. He looked -at 
the rider, then at the pearl-handled gun Gorman 
wore. A full moon was wheeling up. Gorman 
thought of the three thousand dollars in Tom 
Blame's money belt. He got up. 

'Tm goin' up to the saloon and have a drink, 
Loco," he said, "You wash the dishes" He un- 
buckled his gun-belt, hung the pearl-handled 
forty-five on the cabin wall, and started walking 
toward town 

INSTEAD of going to the saloon, Jude Gorman 
ducked into the first building he reached, the 
livery stable. From there, crouching in the shad- 
ows, Gorman watched the shack on the creek 
bank, thought of three thousand dollars riding 
farther and farther away into the moonlit night. 
And he waited to see what might develop from 
the seed of temotation Dlanted in the path of a 
half-wit. 

Almost immediately that black seed began to 
sprout. Loco Pete Tanner wasn't washing supper 
dishes. He was stealing from the shack toward the 
little pasture below. With a pearl-handled gun 
strapped to him, he was slipping a haekamore on 
the jaded pinto which Tom Blaine had left behind 
and, bareback, was fording Willow Creek. Taking 
up the trail cf a man who had ridden westward, a 
man who carried three thousand dollars. 

"He took the bait," Gorman gloated to mmself. 
"Well, he might not get them spurs he's so locoed 
about. Again, he might. And if he does, I'll get 
better pickin' than spin's!" 

The squat man who bad been called Judas 
hurried back to the cabin on the creek bank. He 
tummaged into a trunk in the corner, fished out 



his old forty-five, a gun with three notches carved 
into its worn handle. Then he caught his own 
sorrel horse and rode on the trail of two other 
men, a trail that led into a steep-sided draw 
called Dead Man's Coulee. Thirty pieces of silver 
clinked in his pocket as he rode," a sound, that 
whetted his hate. 

Dead Man's Coulee had grown deeper in its 
serpentine .windings when Jude Gorman heard 
the crack of a gun, a sound rolling back to him 
on acoustics of rock. He jabbed spurs to his sorrel, 
gained the nest bend in this moon-washed arroyo. 
He didn't round that bend. He sat there, tense 
and glittering-eyed, watching a gangling figure 
stooping over a fallen man. 

Loco Pete Tanner, removing a pair of moon- 
glinting spurs from the boots of a fallen man, 
was buckling them on his own shoddy boots. Pres-- 
ently he was leaping to the back of a pinto and 
riding up the draw. 

JUDE GORMAN dismounted, made his way afoot 
along the sandy bottom of Dead Man's Coulee, 
and toward that motionless form sprawled be-, 
tween two clumps of sagebrush. 

Gorman half drew his gun, shoved it back into 
the holster and laughed uneasily. He would pluck 
that money belt which Loco Pete had never 
dreamed about. Then he would ride back to town, 
tell folks that Loco had stolen his new gun; had 
murdered good old Tom Blaine— for a pair of 
spurs' Then they would catch Loco. 

Those blunt fingers of Gorman's, trembling a 
little now, were fumbling' at the front of Tom 
Blame's flannel shirt. Then, like a bolt from the 
clear sky. the prostrate man growled: 

"Back, you ^carcass-pickin' buzzard!" 

Jude Gorman jerked straight, took one Step 
back, and snagged at his hip. But Tom Blaine, 
always the quicker, was whisking his hand from 
behind the clump of sage where it had Fain. A 
swiftly arcing hand came up. holding the same 
nt-w pearl-handled gun with which Jude had slain 
a banker 

Again the rocky ramparts of Dead Man's Coulee 
hurled back the echo of gunfire. Fire that spurted 
its bright prongs at Jude Gorman and probed 
his sagging body with lead. The squat man's knees 
bumped into the sand. Thirty pieces of silver 
clanked dismally in his pocket. Then, as if "from 
far away, he heard Tom Blaine's voice. 

"It's the payoff, Judas. I was watchin' the back 
trail, was layin' for Loco Pete when the poor 
spur-crazy devil came along. When he told me 
you'd said those spurs was yours, and had left 
your new gun where he could grab it, there was 
only one answer. Well, Loco can keep the spurs. 
And you can keep your .thirty pieces of silver, 
Judas. But I'll take the three thousand off your 
carcass." < i 

Then fingers were ripping the buttons from 
Jude German's shirt, fastening themselves on a 
monev belt. That was the last Jude Gorman knew. 

But the world was still bright for Loco Pete. 
Bright v/hh the silver of moonlight and bright 
with the .silver of the spurs, now buckled on his 
ahabby, soleless boots,- 




0" ALL AMERICA'S WEAPONS, 
THE P.T, BOATS WERE MOST 
EFFECTIVE *MOPE THAN ONE 
HUNCRfD TIMES THEIRTONNASE 
THBYSSNTT0TH5 BOTTOM .' 



■BST"B»ECBDS'WER1. TOO SRE*T,7HE JAB 
ftR*AY:-SW£FT ON UNTIL SEN, MAC ARTHUR 
BE8BEB-SO MAKE A LAST STAND ON BATAAN- 




WITH 40,050 TROOPS, FACING CVERWHSLMINC- AIS U 
LAND 5UPEP.ICPITY.MAC ARTHUR FOUND HIMSELF ' 
ATTACKED ON TOO FRONTS (MAP l) ON 30TH FRONTS HE 
"CL5HT DELAYING ACTIONS (MAP 21JAKIN5 HEAVY TOLL 
OF iKVACERS-'WHEN HE COULD NOT HOLD TWO FRONTS, 
HE UNITED HIS FORCES AND wrrnDRSW THEM TO NEW 
POSITIONS ON BATAAN PENINSULA CMAP3) 




BUTGBNERAL.' MOW CAN WE 
CAPTURE WSC ARTHUR ? 
ESPECIALLY, NOV THAT THE 
UNKNOWN SOLDIER STANDS 
GUARD OVER HIM" 




fTHESS ANT3 FROM THE JUNGLES 
CFLUZON WILL PICK \0URB3NES , 
DRY! IN A MATTER CF MINUTES , 
YOU WILL BE AS 




WHAT TAS'«5? TtHSSE ARE A COUPLE YasdSTthS SAMS TU^WWmI n O* &e " A™=* TnKc TANKS? 




t _4g£ ^-^- .--"^ai 



_ ' WAS THE MYSTERIOUS FIGURE OF ORIENTAL EVIL WHO STALKED A GHOST VILLAGE 1 
AND A GHOST FLEET, AND RUTHLESSLY SLEW ALL WHO STOOD IN HIS WAY? COULD EVEN THE 

■ SYMBOL OF AMERICAN FEARLESSNESS, THE INDOMITABLE CAPTAIN COURAGEOUS 5T0PTHI5 I 
DREAO SLAY-MASTER OF THE RISING SUN WHO MEANT TO SHOW YOUNG NIKI FUJI, AMERICAN f _ ' 

.BCRNCWILD OF JAPANESE PARENTS.THAT THE ONLY GOOD AMERICAN WAS A DEAD AMERICAN? 



f 0E5, BAR3BDWRB ALLAROUN 
i PLACE, AND SOLDIERS -I'O B~ 
- BE CAREPUL." 





Hthrcu&h secret hatchways 
'cunningly placed in the japanese 
fishing boats, they make the'r way 

FfiOM BOAT TO BOAT- 




QUlETSJWou C-CNNALET HlW ' 
OSDER YOJ AROUND . 
UNCLE SAW? SOCK'IMf 
COME ON, WE'LL GIVE 
'IM THE OLD MASNO 
AND DAvEY 




I DON'T NEED ) /NOT UNLESS ) / THAT'S 
TMEWr-I J[ ITURNW JL iTELLINO 
ALONE WILL \V BACK.' r. CA \ '"*' 
SHOW YOU THE > 





IT'S TOO LATE FOR MS-I HANJE 
TO TAKE MY PUNISHMENT- 1 
LET CAPT, NIPPO FORCE ME IN- 
TO WORKING- ASAIN5T THE 
COUNTRY THAT SHELTERED AND 
FED ME AND GAVE ME MY 

FRiSDOM! j 





WELL,W,AJ0B,THI9 CASE WAS CLEARED.. V 
THANKS TO THE BRAVERY OF LITTLE MIKI J 
FUJI AND HIS UNCLE SAKI--SAK1 DID IT / 
TOS HARD WAY, BUT HE PROVED THAT \ 

961NS A' REAL AM5RICAN IS A STATE OF / 
MIND.NOT A COLOR OF SKIN.' ~y 




- 



II HAT WAS THE SHIM 

111 SECRET THAT MAB5 

~" KILLER SAMMON . 

01 S WITH BLOODY 

LAUGHTER ON HIS 

BATTERED LIBS— WHO 

WAS THE STONE A&B 

MAN , AND WHY DID HE 

Pi-UNSEMR.RiSK.THE 

MAN WHO KNOWS NO 

FEAR, INTO A CHAOTIC i 

UiSHTOARSCC TORTURE I 

AND MURDER. PROM 

WHICH MR. RISK'S ONLY 

ESCAPE COJLD BE THE 

L0V5 SILENT WALK 

TO SING SINS'S . 

HOT SSUATf 




furtivB FiSuRS walk? 4ilentlYalon4tk! 

CITY STSSST5.BEXE4TH AN OLO ELEVATED 
STRv^TLSE THAT-iSBl'KBTCRNgav'i-- 




WWLS AE0V5. A FIGURE THAT MIGHT HAVE CCMI 
MW A CASK CAVE OP AGES PAST, STALKS HIM/ 




I'M FINISHED, BUT I'VE 
SOT TO SET SWAY— 
WHILE HE'S BUSY-SOT 
TO SEE MR. RISK- 
HE'S THE ONLY 
ONE WHO CAN 
HELP ME / 




BRAGGING HIS 
TORTURED BODY 
THROUGH THE 
STREET, THE 
1NUUREDMAN. 
MORE DEAD THAN 
ALIVE, MAKES 
HIS WAY TOWARD" 




WEAKENED Bf THE BLOW ON 
IS HEAD, ?AR.RtSK IS UNABLE 
5 POLLOW AS THE STONE MAN 
' "IM3 OUT THB WINDOW.' 




